
► The moft lamentable Tragedie 

The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft, 
Shewmeatniftrefifcthat is paffing faire, 

W hat doth her bewtic ferue but as a note. 

Where I may rcade who paft that palling faire: 

Farewel,thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. lie pay thac do&rincjor elfe die in debt* Exeunt 
Enter Capu\ct,Comtie Paris, the Slovene. * 

Capu. But CMomtague is hound as well as I, 

In pena!tiealifcc,and ris not hardl thinke, 

For men fopldas we ro keepe the peace. 

Bar. Of honourable reckoning are you bothy 
And pittie us,you lin'd atods fo long : 

But now my Lord > wna t f? >'. y pci* to my fu;c? 

Capu. But faying ore what l^up fpid before. 

My child is yet a ftraunger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the ebaunge of fourteen year es* 

Let two more Sommers wither in their pride, 

Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a bijde. 

P art . Younger then flte^r^ppie mothers madey, ^ /) 

Capu. A nd too foonc niardare thofe fo early made.rjV.’ ^ • 
Earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but ihe, r> * 

Shees the hopeful! Lady of my earth: 

But vvooe her gentle Paris her hart, 

j My will to her confent,is but a part. 

And lliee agreed, withinher (cope of choile 
Ly es my content, and faireaccorjing yoyce: 

This night I hold, an old acciiftomd feaft. 

Whereto I haueinuited many a gueft: 

Such as Iloue.and you among the ftor?, 

One more, moft welcome makes my qujmbiertuore;. 

Army poore houfe,lpoke to beholdlhis night, •; 

Eartht rsadifig ftarres, that make darke heauen light?, , y '* - 

Such comfort as do luftie young men feelc. 

When well app,ire’d April! on the heele, 

Of limping winter treads, cuenfuch delight 

Amongfrefhfennell buds fhaft you tfiisufoht 

inherit at my houfe,heare ^1, all fee ° And 


Exit, 


of Borneo and Juliet. 

And like her moft, whofe merit moft Ihallbee. 

Which one more viev^of many, mine being on«. 

May ftand in number,though in rcckning none. 

Gome go with me, go firrah trudge about. 

Through faire Verona, 6 nd thofe perfons out, 

Whofe names are written thcre,and to them lay, 

My houfe and welcome, on their plcafure ftay. 

Sertt , Find them out whofe names are written.Hete it is writ- 
ten, that the fhoo-makcr fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
tayler with hislaft,thefilher with hispenfill,& the painter with 
his nets. But I am fent to find thofe perfons whofe names are 
here writ * and can neuer find what names the writing pcrfbtB 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned Jin good time. 

Enter Benuolio,4»Y Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fire burncs out ,an others burning, 

On paine is lefned by an others anguifli, 

Turne giddie,and be holpe by backward turning! 

One desperate greefc, cures with an others languilh: 

Take thou fome newinfettion to thy eye. 

And the rancke poyfon of the old will dye. 

‘Borneo. Your Plantan lcafe is excellent for that 

Ben. ’For what I pray thee? 

%omeo. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. Why Romeo^rt thou mad? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in prifon, kept without my foode, 
Whiptandtormentcd,and Godden good fellow. 

Ser. Godgigodcn,I pray fir can you read? 

Rom. I mine ovvne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without bookc: 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee? 

Romil if I know the letters and the language* 

S er. Yee fay honeftly ,reft you merric. 

Rom. Stay follow,! can read. 
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